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THE LUCREZIA BORGIA OF JOURNALISM. 


To poison the pages of a book, 
so that the mere handling of it 
might be fatal, was said to be a 
favorite method of the Borgias. 
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Cartoons and Comments 


iT:’S EASY MONG man’s achievements during the current 

NOW WE summer is bland Mr. ROCKEFELLER’S trium- 

KNOW phant solution of the “cost of living” problem. 
‘ . 


The Oil King emeritus has discovered in the exodus 
from the cities the key to ultimate human happiness. Laborers, wage- 
earners, he notes, are leaving the congested districts, “and are pro- 
viding themselves with homes in the outlying sections, where with 
little effort they supply themselves with fresh vegetables, fresh eggs, 
and poultry. The high cost of living,” he adds blithely, “has 
little terror for them.” ‘This being the case, the end of trouble 
isin sight. All that the poor family in Essex or any other street need 
do is to leave the tene- 
ment behind and buy 
three or four lots in the 
suburbs. A couple 
doubtless would suffice 
for a house, but there 
is the farm and the 
chicken-run to be con- 
sidered. You can’t 
raise chickens in your 
neighbor’s back yard. 
Lots may be _ pur- 
chased on the instal- 
ment plan, and when 
the emancipated 
family holds them at 
last free and _ clear, 
some near-philanthro- 
pist will be glad to 
build them a dwelling, 
to say nothing of a 
chicken-coop and a 
hotbed for radishes. 














of the land would be 
high, almost prohibi- 
tive for any but a very 
well-to-do poor family, 
but what of that? 
Think of the fresh 
vegetables, the eggs, 
and the poultry. 
Everybody but Mr. 
ROCKEFELLER has had 
the notion up to now 
that most of the vacant 
sand for miles about 
our cities was held at 
high figures, or out of 
use at low taxes, by 
reai-estate speculators, 
but now that Mr. 








CAUGHT IN A CLOUD-BURST. 


ROCKEFELLER has shown the way, and it becomes generally appreci- 
ated that the only requisite to a life of peace and plenty in the suburbs 
is money, there will be a rush for the pleasant mead, and, demand 
becoming greater, the price of lots and chicken-runs will go down. 
Probably not all of Mr. RoCKEFELLER’s views on this subject have 
been printed. Otherwise, we should know how a wage-earner, whose 
hours are long, is to overcome the necessity of living near his work. 
Also, how a family, which walks in the city for economy’s grim sake, 
is going to pay daily railroad fare to and from the vegetable garden 
and the chicken-run. For answers to these and similar questions we 
blindly grope in our aimless way. This only reassures us, like a lamp 
in the dark. Mr. 
ROCKEFELLER knows, 
and in his own good 
time will tell. Get free 
tickets from the gen- 
tlemanly real-estate 
agent, go out on the 
Sunday Special, and 
Zook at the lots anyway. 
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]F THERE is anything you 

want to accomplish, 
bear in mind the power 
of repetition.—Aew York 
Journal. 

Now that Mayor 
Gaynor is on the high 
road to health, and ‘his 
resumption of work in 
the City Hall is but a 
question of time, will 
Mr. HEarst, we won- 
der, still seek to ac- 
complish through “the 
power of repetition” 
Mayor GAYNOR’s 
political downfall? 
Will his papers con- 
tinue to show, both in 
cartoon and text, the 
Mayor as the willing 
associate and co- 
worker of Tammany 
grafters? Or will he, 
through the power of 
repeated _ silences, 
strive to encourage in 
the public that quality 
of forgetfulness for 
which the public is 
already so noted ? 
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THE WINNER OF THE SACK-RACE. 


No Wonper SHE Won; SHE Hap TRAINED IN A HOBBLE SKIRT, 





NICHE FOR NOTCH. 


HATE to be forward in showing my joy 

When a blessing descends on mankind, 

For blessings, like women, are changeful and coy, 
And apt to be hobbled behind; 

But for several moons I’ve been basking in bliss 
And tickling myself in the slats 

O’er a gift of the gods that is nothing but this :— 
The collar that swallows cravats! 


¢. No more on my rack hang the crumpled remains 
Of neckties retired for age; 

Why, what do I care for a couple of stains, 
Or an edge where the fray is the rage ? 

What matters a hole where the knot ought to be?— 
Ican almost afford to buy spats! 

Since I wear my old neckers where no one can see, 
Neath the collar that swallows cravats. 


Of course, I admit that the loss of repose 
O’ershadows the monetal gain ; 
For the skill to climb into contraptions like those 
Would make any jugular vain. 
. But oh! when the “notch” does devour the stud, 
Let Cesar and Cid doff their hats 
To him who can conquer that desperate dud— 
The collar that swallows cravats ! € “ 
Chester Firkins. , ’ >. cH, DESTINED USES. 


But when the new chaplain essayed to ban 








M**. SNOBBERLY.—Why, it’s quite the most ridiculous wine, women, and song, the gay cavaliers flung 
thing ever! The idea of her trying to break into him from the battlements. 
Society when her husband has never even been indicted! ‘What else are banners for?” they protested mirthfully. 


none of us counted our chickens until they were hatched, where would 
the joy come in? 
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NEVER MAKE LOVE ——— 






LOVE’S CRIME. A MERCIFUL POEM. 


grey was a manly fellow, yet, surpris- IOGENES had just returned from fruitless search all day 

ing as it may seem, he was guilty of When it happened—but we’ve had enough of Diogenes, I say! 
a grave charge, a criminal offence — theft, 
for had he not, many times, stolen kisses T. Roosevelt on a steamer once—but I’ve resolved that he 


from his fair sweetheart ? 


This lonely once in all his life gets no publicity ! 
Maude, one the most lovable of girls, was 


equally guilty as an accessory; she received the “Oh, Papa!” little Lily cried, on seeing at the park— 
stolen property. Each seemed to have perfect con- But I’ve resolved to spare the public little Lil's remark ! 

fidence in the other, however, and when sentence 

! was pronounced by a properly qualified official they The bride she carried roses, and she wore a dress—Oh pshaw! 

: decided to serve their time together. She wore a dress and that’s enough, complying with the law. 

They remained loyal to the end, neither making any 
effort to have their sentence abrogated or shortened, but He’s working in a butcher-shop! And still he is the son 

during the course of their long term together several small offenses Of J. —— But what is that to you or me or anyone? 
were directly chargeable to them. JW. DL. 


Hamilton Pope Galt. 














NO COMPARISON. 


«© You must also take into consideration, madame, that this model is a mere working-girl, and can 


never give the robe the elegant effect it will have on you.” 
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—— OVER A PARTY WIRE. 


MUSIC BY MAIL. 


HE man without music in his soul is fit for treasons, strata- 
gems, and spoils, says Shakespeare. Verbum sap.; Get 
music in your soul. I teach music by mail—no instru- 
ments, no notes, no instruction needed. Nothing needed 

except $2, which please send by money-order, as some postmen, I 
am sorry to say, are not honest. You had better send the $2 this 
minute, before you forget or spend it on something foolish. My book 
on “ Music by Mail” is absolutely unlike anything 
ever before seen. It is endorsed by all leading 
musicians, many of whom learned by this 
method. Full of meaty matter, of which 

the following are fair samples: 











BLow1Inc Your Own Horwn. 


Most persons can become 
expert at this in a short time. 
There is a great deal of un- 

suspected talent in this 
department of music. 
Begin by reading George 


My f tp, Za 
Pill: Bernard Shaw’s letters. 
— Then copy carefully the 
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2 
. . i) i “Talks With Readers” in 
AW) |, the fifteen-cent magazines. 
By the end of a month of 
practice you will be able to 
strikeforaraise. If youdon’t 
get it, makeup your mind that 
the “old man” isalsoa subscriber 
for my book, “ Music by Mail.” 


THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS. 


PLAYING SECOND FIDDLE. 


Anybody can do this. The Vice-President of the 
United States learned in one day. Just think of it! ‘There 
are a thousand jobs for a man who can play second fiddle 
to every one for the man with the first fiddle. Do you want 
to be in the minority? Of course not. Send $2 this minute 
for further instructions. 


A Rirr IN THE LUTE. 
This is a familiar and not at all serious accident. Put 


a bit of chewing-gum over the rift; or, if the audience is not 
a fastidious one, never mind the rift—play ahead. 
HARPING ON THE SAME OLD STRING. 

You can easily recognize this string. It is the fourth 
on the left, going down the instrument. This is a favorite 
with elderly gentlemen who frequent clubs. Drop in some 
time and see what an effect some old chap in the corner 
produces when he begins to harp. Everybody will say ad- 
miringly: “I’ve heard that one before!” and go to the 
farther side of the room, it being well known that music 
sounds better at a little distance. 


WHISTLING FOR ONE’s MONEY. 


This is an old kind of whistling, with many modern 
improvements. It is a favorite in Wall Street, and is usually 
played with infinite pathos after the departure of the trusted bank 
employee who received a salary of $12.50 per week. Send $2 now, 
and get fuller instructions. 

I am surprised, positively astonished, that I can sell this book 
so cheaply. A thousand and one good things, like the above sam- 
ples, grace its pages. Much money has been made in music. Strauss, 
Puccini, Wagner, Charles K. Harris—were all poor once. You can 
do the same. Better act quick. Prof. Piper, per Freeman Tilden, 
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THE TRUCE. 


“ teeny me and de wife o’ muh buzzom, 

we squabbles consid’able,” admitted 
Brother Ramsbottom. “De reason, I ’magines, 
sah, is uh-kaze we differs so—sometimes we 
differs wid each udder, an’ den ag’in we differs 
Jum each udder; but we allus differs, De 
lady am a Shoutin’ Meferdist, for one thing, 
uh-whilst I’s been mar’d so long dat I’s come 
to be a Noonitarian —dat is, Brudder Wad- 
kins, I b’lieves everybody am uh-gwine to hell an’ I’m glad of it. 
But dar was one time when me an’ muh wife ’greed newnanimous; 
dat was when de house kotched uh-fiah—we bofe wanted to git 
out’n de do’ fust. Yassah, we sho’ ’greed, dat time!” 






WHAT ’S THE USE. 


y (1 4) Nae and you ’re called a baby, 
Laugh and you ’re called a fool, 
Yield and you ’re called a coward, 
Stand and you ’re called a mule, 
Smile and they ’II call you silly, 
Frown and they ’ll call you gruff, 
Put on a front like a millionaire — 
And some guy calls your bluff! 
W. B. Kerr. 


DIZZY HEIGHTS. 


” oy SHE ranks pretty high, you say, as an emotional actress?” 
“Oh yes; but not high enough to speak unintelligibly.” 
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ON THE PREHISTORIC STAGE. 


Did she faint ? 


Some admirer threw a bouquet, 


LEADING MAN.—What’s the matter ? 
JUVENILE.— Matter enough. 
and his card hit the star on the head! 











he manly art of self-defense seems definitely to have joined the numerous 
other arts which have ceased to be art for art's sake. 
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The buxom matron reached out her arms in welcome 
and enfolded the wandering stranger to her heart. 

‘Of course we can, dearie,” cried she. “That is what ' 
the St. Midas Home for Working-Girls was founded for. 
We take in all the poor little lambs that have labored hard 
and found no surcease for their troubles in this wicked world 
until we give them the shelter of our fold. Take your things 
off, dearie, and then we’ll give you a warm supper, we’ll 
have some of the girls play the pianola, and afterward you 
can have a beautiful room to yourself with a brass bed and 
all the comforts of home. Come with me, dearie.” 

And leading the astonished Gwendolyn by the hand she 
dragged the timid, confiding girl, against her will, toward 
the happy circle of choice hard-working girls. But Miss 
Gough appeared displeased at the glad welcome extended 
her. She stammered and started to speak. 

“ But my references ” she said haltingly. 




















THE TEMPTATION OF EVE. 


As A Sociery Artist WouLD HANDLE IT. 
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NO SHELTER FOR HER IN ALL NEW YORK, 


IGHT at the St. Midas Home for Working-Girls. ‘The hum 
and hurry of the great city has ceased, and here, in the 
haven founded by philanthropic citizens, the humble 
toilers in the paper-box factories and in the ready-made 

3 clothing emporiums, the shops and the busy offices of 
i downtown brokers, have assembled to read by the brilliant 
electric lights, in comfortable surroundings, the evening 

papers and the well-thumbed latest Ladies’ Home Journal. 
Half a hundred, more or less, the inmates lounged about upon the 
morris chairs, and reclined negligently upon the divans which were 
carelessly grouped in every corner of the spacious reading-room. For, 
with its modest endowment of $5,000,000, the St. Midas Home for 

Working-Girls was able to please every one of the hard-working and 

homeless girls who had been able to come beneathits sheltering wings. 

Suddenly the door opened, and a slim young girl, neatly but 
poorly pce A entered. rhe girl seemed timid and half frightened, WORSE THAN THAT. 

and nervously clutched a large handbag, old and worn, the catch THE Mosquito (exhausted).—1’m from Missouri no longer in 

of which failed to work, so that the bag seemed half open. regard to the existence of boneheads! 

Mrs. Grubb, the stout, kindly-hearted matron, stepped forward 
to welcome the newcomer. 
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“T am Gwendolyn Gough, of Cohoes,” asserted the girl nervously. “Bless my soul, I know you’re all right!” cried the cordial : 
“This is my first night in the great city alone, and I knownot where Mrs. Grubb. But suddenly she hesitated, and a stern, relentless ; 
to turn. Do you suppose you could take me in for the night?” coldness seemed to strike a chill to Gwendolyn’s heart. 


WHEN HE STARTS TO STEAL SECOND. 





Mifeanss ti. 


BLEACHERITE.—Stick to 





3 first, you Turk! You don't 
want to steal! They ‘ll “There he goes, the darn “Gee, he certainly can “Slide, yourummy! Slide!” “Aw, I knew he could 
catch you bya mile! fool! They’ll get him sure!” run some!’’ make it !"* 
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THE PSYCHOLOGICAL MOMENT. 


THE Conpuctror.— Transfer, sir ? 


THE MARRIED MAN (very much to himself). — Oh, if I only could! 





“What’s that paper in your satchel?” demanded Mrs. Grubb. 
Gwendolyn, with a hurried exclamation, sought to close her hand- 
bag, but too late. Mrs. Grubb reached forth and extracted a large 
bundle of yellow copy-paper and a lead-pencil. 

“You are a reporter!” she declared dramatically. “Do not 
deny it. Only young reporters, of both sexes, carry large bundles 
of copy-paper so every one can see it. That lead-pencil gives away 
your secret. Out into the night you go, Gwendolyn Gough, and 
find shelter elsewhere. There is no room for you here in the St. 
Midas Home for Working-Girls.” 

The grateful, glad eyes of Gwendolyn Gough beamed with 
gratitude at being turned away from the St. Midas Home. 

“Thank you so much,” she declared. “I wondered why you 
did n’t turn me away instantly. The city editors informed me you 
always did.” ; : : 

“ How did I know you were a lady reporter, sent out on your 
first assignment ?” demanded Mrs. Grubb. “Now you go along 
and get turned away from all the Homes, and then come back here 
and I'll give you some coffee and a warm place to sleep. Run 
along, little girl. You see, this is a real charitable institution, which 
helps everyone to make a living, and I know you won't be able to 
get the kind of a story your city editor wants unless you're turned 
away from every shelter in this great city. But I'll keep a light 
burning for you, dearie, no matter how late you’re out to-night.” 

Gwendolyn Gough, her heart filled with happiness, darted to 
the nearest street-car, and filled many copy pages with ample notes 
while ex route to the next place. 

Thanks to the kind telephone messages which Mrs. Grubb sent 
ahead, the night’s work was easy for Gwendolyn Gough. At the 
Stonefeller Sheltering Arms for Penniless Girls, the matron, obeying 
the tip, turned her biusquely from the door with the remark: “We 


only take in girls who can give city references, and yours are from 
Troy and Cohoes. We have no room for such as you.” 

At the Night Rest for Cultured Neediewomen the fair young 
girl burst into tears when told there was no room for her, as she 
brought no references from well-known people. At the Flora Bunkum 
Memorial Home every bed was occupied, so the matron declared with 
a wink, and at St. Helena’s Hospice for the Homeless the good sisters 
regretted that the rules of the association prevented them from receiv- 
ing the young girl, as they had been warned she was an impostor. 

At last, after tramping the streets for three hours in a driving 
rain-storm, Gwendolyn Gough found her way back to the St. Midas 
Home for Working-Girls, rang the doorbell, and fell fainting from 
exhaustion, but still clutching her precious batch of copy-paper and 
her pencil. Kindly hands helped her into the big reading-room. 
Then, as she was aided by a dozen friendly, sympathetic souls to 
reach the elevator, Mrs. Grubb whispered to her: 

“Get a good night’s rest, dearie. I’ve given you the best room 
in the house, sleep as late as you please, and to-morrow I will lend 
you my own stenographer so you can dictate your story on ‘No 
Shelter For Her in All New York’ just like all the city editors want 
it every year. I’ve been helping out new girl reporters this way for 
twenty years, and I always give them the right dope for their news- 
papers. Ill bet every newspaper woman in Greater New York has 
been turned away from my door on a stormy night, but bless you, 
after they get the experiences they want to write up I always let 
them come back and use the best room in the house.” 

And thus did Gwendolyn Gough make her dé? into metro- 
politan journalism. She now leads the Sympathy Squad of lady 
reporters at all the popular murder trials. And she always has a kind 
word for an unsophisticated sister who is assigned to the standard 
story, “No Shelter For Her in All New York.” Will A. Page. 
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THE CHARM. 


VAH de hill, when de sun go down, an de 

Shadders have a-quit deir foolin’ roun’, erkase dere 
Hain’t byt de one what meks de dahk, so’s de 
Lightnin’-bug kin strike he spahk— den yo’ 

Heah him a-callin’, dat lonesome buh! 
Mo’nfullest soun’ dat evah yo’ huhd! 


Evah when vo’ heah dat whippo’will, 

Lay a-right down, an’ a-roll up bill ; an’ yo’ 

Bones woan ache, an’ yo’ flesh woan shake wid de 

Fevah chill fer a whole long yeah! Des yo’ 
Min’ me, chile ! 


Ol’ Aunt Sukey, what wuz so sick — 

All drawed up wid de roozymatick—she 

Heah dat soun’, an’ she know dat chahm, an’ she 
Lays a-right down on huh hillside fahm, an’ she 
Roll, an’ she roll, twell she come to de top, an’ 
Ovah she go, kerflip !—kerflop !— 


Kersouse! in de crick what run below— an’ she 
Nevah ain’t had no pain no mo’! 
Preacher-man ’lows “°T wuz de bath done de trick; fer a 





established in business for himself, and nobody knows exactly what 
his income amounts to!” 

“He looks good to us!” exclaimed the houris and, letting them- 
selves out, they were straightway so alluring that the man in the 
commercial way deigned to add them to his harem. And they 
lived happily ever after. 

Showing (the tale shrewdly 
concludes) that if love laughs 


at locksmiths, it’s a pretty good tc = 
| 





sign that locksmithing isn’t 
particularly lucrative. 
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“ tt directors of the n We = |] 
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cious lot of grafters. 
“You don’t say so!” 
“Ves, every last man 
of them had his appendix 
removed, and charged 
the cost to operating 
expenses.” 





WISER. 


Wes the man dis- 
covered the mote 
in his neighbor’s eye, did he 
make disparaging remarks and 





B-R-R-ING! 


WILLIF’s MoTHER.— You voung 
Lad 


spoil everything? No, in- scamp! What are you up to now? 
stead of that he went away WiILLIE.—Oh mamma, my foot 
and quietly became an oculist, went sound asleep and I’m trying 
and was thereupon in a posi- to wake it up! 


tion to speak to some purpose. 
“Ten dollars, please!” quoth he, the next time he looked at 
his neighbor’s eye; and that, pray consider, was only the beginning. 


CARRIES ON. 


occs.—So young Saphead and his father are carrying on the 
business ? 
Boccs.—Yes. The old man does the business while young 
Saphead does the carrying on. 


RING METHODS. 


LLA.— Has Fred called on you within the last day or two? 
SreLLta.— Yes; but why do you ask? 
E._a.— He told me only a few days ago that I was the only girl 
that he had ever kissed, and I told him to go and get a reputation. 








Crick in de back, lay yo’ back in de crick.”’ But 
’T wan’ dat...No! ’T wuz de lonesome buhd!— 
Mo‘ nfullest singah dat evah yo’ huhd! Den— 


Evah when yo’ heah dat whippo’will, 

Lay a-right down, an’ a-roll up bill ; an’ yo’ 
Bones woan ache, an’ yo’ flesh woan quake wid de 
Fevah chill fer a whole long yeah. Des yo’ 


> me, chile! . 
Min’ me, chile Frank Preston Smart. 
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HOURIS. 


oe upon a time (says the Arabian tale) some 

houris* were considering, not without anxiety, 
how they should bestow themselves. But when a 
poet passed that way, they shook their heads. 

“Poetry,” they promptly objected, “simply 
isn’t the goods!” 

After the poet came a warrior, and him the 
houris eyed rather hungrily. 

“War is certainly lovely,” they sighed, “but 
everybody says it is going to be abolished, and 
what then?” 

To the warrior, however, succeeded a man in 
the commercial way, very fat and uncomely, it is true, 
but accompanied by a slave with a megaphone, who kept 





*Houri is Arabic for ** peach.” 
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shouting: “At the age of twenty-nine he was sales-manager & . 

oe : § ' y . manage! e& > a Levernq—— 
at a salary of $50,000 a year and at thirty-three general 
manager at a salary of $72,000. Now he is successfully 


WHAT HE'D HAVE IF HE WAS RICH. 


IlI.— THE Ntwssoy’s Norton. 
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THE MASSACRE. 


EN little items, newsy— every 
line, 


But one of them was a little 
unfavorable to the brother of 
the dramatic editor's second 

cousin, and it was blue pen- 
ciled,— 

Then there were nine. 


Nine little items, each one up to date, 
But one concerned a fire in the “ fire- 
proof’? apartments built by a real- 
estate firm which took half-page ads. 
in the paper daily, and the advertis- 
ing manager killed it,— 


Then there were eight. 


Eight little items— packed in “form eleven,” 


One, however, described the fatal 
injury of a little girl who fell through 
a rotten stairway in a tenement 
owned by the brother-in-law of the 
proprietor. Of course it was sup- 
pressed. 


Then there were seven. 


Seven little items, fresh from printers’ sticks, 


One was a humorous story about a 
goat. The business manager hap- 
pened to see it, and he was certain it 
would anger the brewers who were 
just getting out their bock beer. So 
it also failed to *‘ get by.” 

Then there were six. 


Six little items—very much alive, 
But one of them showed that the 
leader of the local political organiza- 
tion had been padding a payroll, 
and as this leader had swung the 
public printing to the paper it was, 
of course, impossible to use it. 


Then there were five. 


Five little items, full of truthful lore, 


One exposed short weights and in- 
volved several big advertisers, so of 
course 


Then there were four. 


Four little items—-gathered cleverly, 
But it happened that one was secured 
by a reporter whom the city editor 
wanted to fire, so he called it ‘‘rot- 
ten’’ and had it killed. 


Then there were three. 


Three little items—each of them was true, 
But the fact that the wife of the man- 
aging editor was trying to break into 
Society made it impossible to use the 
story about Mrs. De Puyster’s ob- 
taining a divorce by perjury, because 
Mrs. De Puyster was a social leader 
who was helping the managing ed- © 
itor’s wife to “ get in.” 


Then there were two. 


Two little items—very neatly done, 


But it was possible that one would 
displease the Church people,— 


Then there was one. 


One little item—lonesome little one. 


And to conclude this sweet, sad tale, 
it appears that this bit of news might 
have offended the race-track owners, 
who had some stock in the paper, so 
Then there was none. 
— Berton Braley. 
ot 


QUITE LIKELY. 
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You have been reading about the 
goodness of Pabst Blue Ribbon beer. 


But there is small satisfaction in the mere reading. 


If you are one of the few who have not put our 
claims to the test, do it to-day. Try a bottle of 


Pabst 
BlueRibbon 


The Beer of Quality 


You be the judge. We want you to note its clear, 
amber color—always undimmed, no matter how cold. We 
want you to realize that delicate hop flavor and agreeable 
smoothness you have not enjoyed before in beer. 


The appetizing taste of the hops—the delightful 
bouquet of Pabst Blue Ribbon will immediately decide the 
beer question for you. 

You will find Pabst Blue Ribbon Beer 
everywhere—served on Dining Cars, Steam- 
ships, in all Clubs, Cafes and Hotels. 


Order a case to-day from your dealer. 
Pabst Brewing Company 


Milwaukee, Wisconsin 














PUCK PROOFS 


Photogravures from PUCK 








TS — That’s correct, ‘Thomas; SO YOU ’RE 
you would find an ostrich in almost GOING nae 
any zoological garden. Now, James, HOME This is but one example of the 
TO-MORROW. PUCK PROOFS. Send TenCents 


where would you go to find a great auk 
or a dodo ? 
Bright Pupit. — ’Most any cold 


for Catalogue with over Sevent 


By EF. Frederick. a, ‘ 
Miniature Reproductions. ::— :: 








Photogravure in Sepia, 











storage, ma’am. 20x15 in. 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. Address PUCK 

HE States have improved so many of 295-309 Lafayette Street NEW YORK 
T the roads for automobilists that it TTT cant, Tale Supntied by 


17-19 Mechanic St., Newark, N. 1. 


is hard for a farmer to find a road bad 
enough to be safe to drive on. 


































ICED TEA 
Iced tea is not only improved, but made a 





The“Babcock” 
Electric 





the addition of WHITE ROCK, thoroughly ch 


unusually delicious and sparkling summer drink by 





hile Rock, wore 


suggestions for 


arm feather GARTERS 


TRADE MARK REGISTERED 


most | fe) METAL 
can touch you 


illed. 




















Is safer and easier to handle; is 
faster on the level and stronger 
on the hills and will go farther 
on a single charge than any other 
“Electric.” They cost less in the 
first place and they cost less to 
keep up. 42 cents was the aver- | Zeyh 
age cost of repairs on “Babcock | g Z Yi r) i M 
Electrics” for 1909. ‘ YS G i JA tte oT ep) =p 
Write for Catalogue today ce : 


Babcock Electric Carriage Co. 
226 West Utica Street 
BUFFALO, N. Y. 
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A STITCH IN 
TIME. 


THE INN- KEEPER. 
—There, someone has 
torn a hole again in the 
canvas of my tent. I 
will have to get a 
needle and thread and 
sew it. 
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Lest We Forget! 


EETING an officer of the Hartford Fire Insurance 


| Company, a prominent business man said, “Your 
; advertisements are excellent. A man ought to know about 
the company in which he is insured.” The ofhcer replied, 
“Do you know about yours?” “No,” said the business 
I man, “not yet. I always mean to when I read your adver- 
tisements, but other things come up and I forget. Why 
don't you put a coupon at the bottom of the advertisement 
which I can fill in while I am in the notion, and send to 
my agent to insure me in the Hartford, and that will settle 
the matter?” “Excellent idea,” said the officer of the 
Hartford. 

And here it is for him and for you. Use it. The 
Hartford, now a century old, is the best known Fire Insur- 
ance Gompany in America. Any agent or broker will 
get you a policy in the Hartford if you tell him to do so. 





t Address. ) 


When my fire insurance expires, please see that I 


get a policy in the HARTFORD. 





STATEMENT JANUARY 1, 1910 
Capital. ‘ e ° e $2,000,000.00 
Liabilities, ° , . ‘ ° . 14,321,953.11 Name oes eeeee see enseree seen ees eeeeeen eee eeeennen ene eene weceecseteeesenseeeee 
Assets, ° ° - ; 7 23,035,700.61 Add 
Surplus for Policy Holders, . ~~. 8.713.747 50 ress - 
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THE WEARY WANDERER.—I could make use of this 
opportunity. I have just such a hole in my linen pants 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott’s Bitters be used in making it; insures your 
getting the very best. 











W. L. DOUCLAS 
HAND-SEWED 
PROCESS Ss H Oo E Ss 
MEN’S $2.00, $2.50, $3.00, $3.50, $4.00 & $5.00 
WOMEN’S $2.50, $3, $3.56, $4 <=aay 
BOYS’ $2.00, $2.50 and $3.00 
THE STANDARD 
FOR 30 YEARS 
Theyareabsolutelythe most [Ff 
popular and best shoes for 
the price in America. They 
are the leaders everywhere 
becausetheyhold their shape, 
fit better, look better and 
wear longerthan other makes. 
They are certainly the most Y 
economical shoes for you to buy. 
W. L. Douglas name and retail fast Color Eyelets. 
price are stamped on bottom—value guaranteed. 
TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE! If yourdealer 
cannot supply you write for Mail Order Catalog. 
W. L. DOUGLAS, 167 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 












Pears 


Pears’ Soap has never 
offered premiums to 
induce sales. It is, in 
itself, a prize for the 
complexion. 





Established in 1789. 


MILD! 
ministry. 

MILLI 

MILD! 
minister 


“ SEE! 
Capital 
“He 
ball in si 







































CONGRATULATIONS. 
MitpRED.-—Ada says she is studying for the 
ministry. 
MiLLICENT.—What! 
MitpRED.— Yes. She is going to marry the 
minister in June.— Somerville Journal. 





“SeEMS to me the President is away from the 
Capital a good deal?” 

“He is, that’s a fact. But they play better 
ball in some other towns.”—/%iladelphia Ledger. 





Hunyadi 
Janos 


Natural Laxative 
Water 
Quickly Relieves: 

Biliousness, 
Sick Headache, 
Stomach Disorders, 


an 
CONSTIPATI 


AT ALL DRUGGISTS 
















“315 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK oe 





«Anteaters were voted deadly 
dull and stupid by the OUTING 
staff until Charles Livingston 
Bull returned from South 
America. His story, beauti- 
fully illustrated, is passed on 
to you in the September issue. 


@ After you finish it you will 
find some mighty interesting 
articles on THE PASSING OF 
Our BiG GAME, autumn hunt- 
ing and fishing, the new game 
of football, mechanical tips to 
the auto buyer and a dozen 

other topics having to do with 

the out-of-doors. 


@ All news-stands, 25 cents. $3.00 
ayear. Send fifty cents in stamps 
to-day for three months’ trial sub- 
scription. 


Liberal offer to local repre- 
sentatives. Write for terms. 





OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY €£ 


SIS FIFTHAVENUE - + - + NEW YORK CITY WY 
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THE ORIGINAL AND GENUINE CHARTREUSE 


has always been and still is made by the Carthusian Monks (Péres Char- 
treux), who, since their expulsion from France, have been located at 
Tarragona, Spain; and, although the old labels and insignia originated by 
the Monks have been adjudged by the Federal Courts of this country to be 
still the exclusive property of the Monks, their world-renowned product is 
nowadays known as 


Liqueur 


Peres Chartreux 


—GREEN AND VELLOW— 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, — 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y., Sole Agents for United States. 


_ 




















THE INN-KEEPER.— Now we will be through with the matter 
in short order. 


A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md, 











“I. W. HARPER” 


Whiskey 


"ON EVERY TONGUE." 


ALWAYS UNIFORM 
ALWAYS DELIGHTFUL! 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co., INCORPORATED 
LOUISVILLE. 























THE WEARY WANDERER.— I thank you very kindly, Mr. Inn- 
Keeper, for having sewed my breeches so nicely. —Lustige Woche. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER, 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous,” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 





Always The Same Good 
Old 


Home. Buffet 
and Club 


Expert 
Selection 


of the World’s 
Best Hops — 
Choicest Malt 


— Brewed and 


Matured 


The BLATZ WAY 





THE FINEST BEER 
EVER BREWED 


Ask for It at the Club, Cafe or Buffet 
INSIST ON “‘BLATZ”’ 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED Direct 
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HELLO, BROTHER! 


We want you to meet 100,- 
ooo good fellows who gather 
round our **Head Camp"’ fire 
once a wonth and spin yarns 
about sport with Rod, Dog, 
Rifle and Gun 

The NATIONAL SPORTS- 
MAN contains 164 pages cram 
med full of stories, pictures of 
fish and game taken from life 
and a Jot more good stuff that 
will lure you pleasantly away 
from your everyday work and 
care to the healthful atmos 
phere of woods and fields, 
where you can smell the ever 
greens, hear the babble of the 
brook, and see at close range 
big game and small Every 
number of this magazine con 
tains valuable information 
about hunting, fishing, and 
camping trips, where to go 
what to take, etc. All this for 
1sc. 2 copy, or with watch fob, 
$1.00 ycar. We want yout 
see for yourself what the Na- 
tional! Sportsman is, and 


make you thi 

SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 

On receipt of 25 cents in 
stamps or cojn we will send 
you this month's National 
Sportsman and one of 
our heavy Ormolu Gold 
Watch Fobs (regular 
price 5 ) as here 
shown, with russet 






























leather strap and 
gold-plated buckle 
Can you beat this * 


This month's Na- 
tional Sportsman, 


regular price 1 
National S por ts- 
man Watch Fob, 
regular price, soc., 
total value, 6sc., 


All } napa 25c. 


Don’t Delay—Send TO-DAY! 
National Sportsman, Inc., 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 








FOR MEN OF BRAINS 


1GARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


‘ . 
> > NEW . 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE : 20 Beekman Street. ; “®¥ YORK 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 








Tt not only gives a high, glowing,dur- 
able polish to all metals, but the polish 


Bar Keepers Friend 


lasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals or} 
wood while cleaning them. 25c 1 ib box. For sale by drug 
om and dealers. Send 2c stamp for sample to George 

iiam Hoffman, 205 E. Washington St.,Indianapolis, Ind. 
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THE PUCK PRESS 
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Brow vn 
Box’’ 


CAMBRIDGE 
in boxes of ten 





Those 
who are 
not smoking 
enjoy yours. 
25c 


AMBASSADOR 
the after-dinner size 


Philip Morris 





4 pic Pas 






35c 


Cigarettes 





From a Crust of Bread 
To an Elaborate Spread 


EVa 


Al 


al 


vatter of fact that a crust of bread w 
f gh tds ile 
t elementary diet, 


Cc. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, 





SHE 


€ 


F ills the bill as nothing else will 


MARRIED 


5 





ith a bottle 


afford the maximum nourishment —a@ per- 


N.Y. 


| “Now,” 










Sue Knew. 
said Mr. Bunker, whe was 
instructing her in the mysteries of golf, 
“you know what a ‘tee’ is. Now then, 
the duties of a caddie——” 

“Oh, of course,” she interrupted, 
“the caddie’s what you put the tea in. 
I know what a tea-caddie is.”—Catholic 
Standard and Times. 





Lity (looking al paper). What 
absurd things these fashion papers 
are! 


Evsie.—Why, dear ? 

Lity.—There’s a picture of two 
splendidly dressed women walking in 
opposite directions, and neither is look- 
ing ’round at the other to see what 


| she’s got on!—JZ. A. P. 











HIM TO REFORM 


WESTERN 
CHAMPAGNE 


HALF THE COST 
OF IMPORTED 


Of the six American 
Champagnes exhib- 
ited, GREAT WEST- 
ERN was the Only 
One Awarded the 
Gold Medal at Paris 
Exposition, 1900. 


Your Grocer or Dealer 
can Supply You 


Sold Everywhere 


Pleasant Valley 
Wine Co. 
Rheims, N. Y. 


Oldest and ome Champagne House in America 





HIM. 
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AFRICAN LlouSEWIFE.— There! 


It’s no use! 


T hang my husband's 


only boots on the horns of a giraffe, so he can’t go down to the tavern, and 
now he’s taught that monkey to climb and ¢hrow them down!—F/Viegende 


latter. 


Caroni Bitters—The aristocrat of the trade. 
best tonic and cocktail bitters. 
Oct. C. Blache & Co., 





78 Broad St., 





The 


New York, Gen’! Distrs. 

























HIGH LIFE 
BEER 


By Mitcer at 


THE CHAMPAGNE 
Or BoTTLet 


SRE WEI MitwauKEe 





Now. 

Moneypacs.— Young man, I started as a clerk on fifteen shillings a 
and to-day I own my own business. 

Harpup.—I know, sir. But they have cash-registers in 
now.—S¢, Louis Star. 


DIFFERENT 
week, 


all the shops 


“JACK, dear, mamma has invited us to spend our vacation with her, and 
you know we have n’t a trunk.” 
“We might ask our landlord to let us take this flat with us.” — Zéfe. 





“‘The Awakening of Arkansas”’ 


IN THE SEPTEMBER NUMBER OF THE 


NATIONAL 
MAGAZINE 


is a notable pictorial and personal story by Joe Chapple and mem- 
bers of the ‘‘ National’’ staff who have just completed a tour of the 
state, and a good old-fashioned Arkansas ‘‘ boost’’ by Opie Read, 
the ‘‘Arkansaw Traveler’’ man. 
A complete, accurate, and fascinating exposition of the great 
natural resources and the commercial and industrial activities of 
Arkansas. 
OTHER SEPTEMBER FEATURES 
Wallace Irwin 
‘«‘Just Back From Mars’”” .... .. . . A&R. K. Carter 
Joe Mitchell Chapple 
W. R. Lighton 
Guy Richardson 


««The Grass Valley Hold-up.”’ A Story of « 
Famous Wells Fargo Detective 


THREE MONTHS FOR THREE DIMES 


«Blue Eyes and The Murder Mystery ” 


« Affairs at Washington”’ cee eo 
«sArkansas, New Word ”’ + ew 

«« Story of Black Beauty” . . 
Hume,”’ the 





National Magazine, Boston, Mass. 


Enclosed find three dimes or 15 two-cent stamps (30 cents) for three 
months subscription to the NATIONAL MAGAZINE, beginning September issue 
(Arkansas number) as per your special offer. 


Name 


Address 


NOTE. —To all new subscribers sending in the above coupon with thirty cents we 
will mail ABSOLUTELY FREE a copy of DEAR OLD SONGS, a wonderful book of 96 pages, 
containing over 80 famous selections and beautiful old melodies. 






































THE FOUNDATION OF SUCCESSFUL BAKING 





